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will support me, returning to haunt where
once they so eminently lived.
First then, since they precede the others
in time, I recall from their distant quiet Sir
Percy Girouard and Lord Moulton, two
men to whom for different reasons England
owes more than it will ever know. Sir
Percy will enter with his characteristic
movement. He will, I mean, clatter to the
table in No. 6 where he has left his military
belt and cap among the civilian coats,
stamping like a horse about to leave his
stable. c Who wants me?3 he will say, looking
round over his shoulder, still like a horse.
CL. G.? Oh, very well!3 He will adjust his
eyeglass in his cold and prominent eye, and,
muttering strange oaths under his breath,
proceed to obey instructions.
As he often did; as he did, for example,
one day at Manchester after Mr. Lloyd
George had spoken to a great audience in
the Free Trade Hall. A large suite had
accompanied the Minister; not least among
whom was the French-Canadian General
and Ex-Governor by no means gratified at his
inclusion in the tour. A special coach was
put at the Minister's disposal by the Railway
Company. He had, however, gone in ad-
vance by car and I was left with Sir Percy to
accept the rather dampened homage pre-
sented by one of the Directors. Sir Percy
tugged at his moustache, fixed his eyeglass